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It should be remarked that, as the principle of liberty is better understood, and more nobly interpreted, a 

broader protest is made in behalf of Woman. As men become aware that few men have had a fair chance, 

they are inclined to say that no women have had a fair chance. The French Revolution, that strangely 

disguised angel, bore witness in favor of Woman, but interpreted her claims no less ignorantly than those 

of Man. Its idea of happiness did not rise beyond outward enjoyment, unobstructed by the tyranny of 

others. The title it gave was "citoyen," "citoyenne;" and it is not unimportant to Woman that even this 

species of equality was awarded her. Before, she could be condemned to perish on the scaffold for 

treason, not as a citizen, but as a subject. The right with which this title then invested a human being was 

that of bloodshed and license. The Goddess of Liberty was impure. As we read the poem addressed to her, 

not long since, by Beranger, we can scarcely refrain from tears as painful as the tears of blood that flowed 

when "such crimes were committed in her name." Yes! Man, born to purify and animate the unintelligent 

and the cold, can, in his madness, degrade and pollute no less the fair and the chaste. Yet truth was 

prophesied in the ravings of that hideous fever, caused by long ignorance and abuse. Europe is conning a 

valued lesson from the blood-stained page. The same tendencies, further unfolded, will bear good fruit in 

this country.  

Yet, by men in this country, as by the Jews, when Moses was leading them to the promised land, 

everything has been done that inherited depravity could do, to hinder the promise of Heaven from its 

fulfilment. The cross, here as elsewhere, has been planted only to be blasphemed by cruelty and fraud. 

The name of the Prince of Peace has been profaned by all kinds of injustice toward the Gentile whom he 

said he came to save. But I need not speak of what has been done towards the Red Man, the Black Man. 

Those deeds are the scoff of the world; and they have been accompanied by such pious words that the 

gentlest would not dare to intercede with "Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do."  

Here, as elsewhere, the gain of creation consists always in the growth of individual minds, which live and 

aspire, as flowers bloom and birds sing, in the midst of morasses; and in the continual development of that 

thought, the thought of human destiny, which is given to eternity adequately to express, and which ages of 

failure only seemingly impede. Only seemingly; and whatever seems to the contrary, this country is as 

surely destined to elucidate a great moral law, as Europe was to promote the mental culture of Man.  

Though the national independence be blurred by the servility of individuals; though freedom and equality 

have been proclaimed only to leave room for a monstrous display of slave-dealing and slave-keeping; 

though the free American so often feels himself free, like the Roman, only to pamper his appetites end his 

indolence through the misery of his fellow-beings; still it is not in vain that the verbal statement has been 

made, "All men are born free and equal." . . . .  

. . . Of all its banners, none has been more steadily upheld, and under none have more valor and 

willingness for real sacrifices been shown, than that of the champions of the enslaved African. And this 

band it is, which, partly from a natural following out of principles, partly because many women have been 

prominent in that cause, makes, just now, the warmest appeal in behalf of Woman.  
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Though there has been a growing liberality on this subject, yet society at large is not so prepared for the 

demands of this party, but that its members are, and will be for some time, coldly regarded as the Jacobins 

of their day.  

"Is it not enough," cries the irritated trader, "that you have done all you could to break up the national 

union, and thus destroy the prosperity of our country, but now you must be trying to break up family 

union, to take my wife away from the cradle and the kitchen-hearth to vote at polls, and preach from a 

pulpit? Of course, if she does such things, she cannot attend to those of her own sphere. She is happy 

enough as she is. She has more leisure than I have,—every means of improvement, every indulgence."  

"Have you asked her whether she was satisfied with these indulgences?"  

"No, but I know she is. She is too amiable to desire what would make me unhappy, and too judicious to 

wish to step beyond the sphere of her sex. I will never consent to have our peace disturbed by any such 

discussions."  

"'Consent—you?' it is not consent from you that is in question—it is assent from your wife."  

"Am not I the head of my house?"  

"You are not the head of your wife. God has given her a mind of her own.  

"I am the head, and she the heart."  

"God grant you play true to one another, then! I suppose I am to be grateful that you did not say she was 

only the hand. If the head represses no natural pulse of the heart, there can be no question as to your 

giving your consent. Both will be of one accord, and there needs but to present any question to get a full 

and true answer. There is no need of precaution, of indulgence, nor consent. But our doubt is whether the 

heart does consent with the head, or only obeys its decrees with a passiveness that precludes the exercise 

of its natural powers, or a repugnance that turns sweet qualities to bitter, or a doubt that lays waste the fair 

occasions of life. It is to ascertain the truth that we propose some liberating measures."  

Thus vaguely are these questions proposed and discussed at present. But their being proposed at all 

implies much thought, and suggests more. Many women are considering within themselves what they 

need that they have not, and what they can have if they find they need it. Many men are considering 

whether women are capable of being and having more than they are and have, and whether, if so, it will 

be best to consent to improvement in their condition.  

. . . .The especial genius of Woman I believe to be electrical in movement, intuitive in function, spiritual 

in tendency. She excels not so easily in classification, or recreation, as in an instinctive seizure of causes, 

and a simple breathing out of what she receives, that has the singleness of life, rather than the selecting 

and energizing of art.  

More native is it to her to be the living model of the artist than to set apart from herself any one form in 

objective reality; more native to inspire and receive the poem, than to create it. In so far as soul is in her 

completely developed, all soul is the same, but in so far as it is modified in her as Woman, it flows, it 

breathes, it sings, rather than deposits soil, or finishes work; and that which is especially feminine flushes, 

in blossom, the face of earth, and pervades, like air and water, all this seeming solid globe, daily renewing 

and purifying its life. Such may be the especially feminine element spoken of as Femality. But it is no 

more the order of nature that it should be incarnated pure in any form, than that the masculine energy 

should exist unmingled with it in any form.  



. . . Male and female represent the two sides of the great radical dualism. But, in fact, they are perpetually 

passing into one another. Fluid hardens to solid, solid rushes to fluid. There is no wholly masculine man, 

no purely feminine woman. . . .  

. . . If any individual live too much in relations, so that he becomes a stranger to the resources of his own 

nature, he falls, after a while, into a distraction, or imbecility, from which he can only be cured by a time 

of isolation, which gives the renovating fountains time to rise up. With a society it is the same. Many 

minds, deprived of the traditionary or instinctive means of passing a cheerful existence, must find help in 

self-impulse, or perish. It is therefore that, while any elevation, in the view of union, is to be hailed with 

joy, we shall not decline celibacy as the great fact of the time. It is one from which no vow, no 

arrangement, can at present save a thinking mind. For now the rowers are pausing on their oars; they wait 

a change before they can pull together. All tends to illustrate the thought of a wise cotemporary. Union is 

only possible to those who are units. To be fit for relations in time, souls, whether of Man or Woman, 

must be able to do without them in the spirit.  

 


